KABLOONA
not until the next day that I was struck by the destitution in
which Sturrock had abandoned us. What were we to do now?
If I went mad, to whom could Paddy appeal? If Paddy's appen-
dix went bad, over what wire or by what wireless could I cry
out to the nearest surgeon, at Aklavik fourteen hundred miles
away, 'Tell me: how do you open an abdomen with a kitchen
knife?' There were certain inalienable privileges of man which
had nevertheless been alienated from us. We had surrendered
the right of man to have recourse to his kind. We had not the
right to fall ill, to become restless, to ask to be diverted. All that
by which the life of civilized man is made bearable and is borne
up, had gone with Sturrock's two-dollar toy and the sailing of
the boat that had brought me to this far-off corner of the world,
this last trail, this more than Scythian wilderness.
Paddy and I stood side by side at the water's edge as the boat
moved down the bay, and I marvelled that he said no word,
made no gesture of farewell. Not one. Gestures are good
enough for people on railway platforms who wave to travellers
certain to come home again. Here they were supererogatory.
Paddy turned on his heel without waiting for the boat to dis-
appear, and walked with long strides up the rise that led to the
Post. Distraught, I walked behind him.
Then there was the matter of incoming mail. As soon as we
had got back, Paddy had buried himself in it. He was to do
hardly anything else for two days. Letters and papers were
strewn on the floor. Sitting in an armchair, dressed in sealskin
boots and an old sweater, Paddy bent down and rummaged in
the pile. He would open an envelope, begin a letter, read a
page or two, toss it aside, open the next envelope. There is an
eagerness for contact which has nothing to do with eagerness
for information. Whom is this from? What is he saying that I
care to hear? ... The magazines are piled to one side. They
will be read in the course of the winter.
I had no letters, but sat looking at Gibson. Suddenly he picked
up an envelope and gasped; and this letter he read carefully
through to the end. It was from his father. But his father—he
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